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| My LORD, 
ey \ \ T Hile theſe Elegies of Cornelius 
Gallus —_ in their nas 
tive dreſs, they were thereby ſecur'd 
from the Cenſures of all, as well the 
Learned, as Unlearned : from theſe, 
becauſe they could not either read or 
underſtand them ; and from the others, 
becauſe they acquieſe'd in the Reputa- 
tion which the Author had amongſt 
A 2 Te 
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the greateſt of the Roman Wits. But\ſy 
fince they are habited in the Englilhiay 
Tongue, nor, 'ti likely, now ſo well a-\a1 
dapted to every Mode of Expreſſion le 
that Language, as they might have\g} 
been by another Hand , I have I 7 
fum'd to ſhelter them under Toure: 
Lordſhip's Name for Protettion ; and 'w 
this I am incourag'd to from the ſencely 
I have of the many undeſerved Favours « 
Tour Lorſhip (w I applied to) affords ye 
to any _— - for fuch I every one,\ m 
who in this Age adventures to write, 

by oppoſing himſelf thereby tg the uſual\ i; 
fs at leaſt,of the moſt rigid and\y 
the ſevereſt Criticks. But if this fiſt [ti 
Eſſay of mine in this Nature may at|t, 
any time be thought worthy to enter«| y 
tain ſame few of Tour Lordſhip's 2 . 

bh 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
ut\fſure Hours,and paſs Tour reading with 
[h\azy Approbation,l have my utmoſt end, 
d-\and Fu be altogether regardleſs of the 
Inlineffettual Criticiſms ks relying 
velon Tour Lordſhip's Judgment only, as a 
e=\ſufficient Defence for me againſt all the 
urtexpetted Machinations of the Wits, 
ad © 4 _ may think it an Invaſion 
ce} nr the bm 6 Privilege of their 
rs}. Society, for any to write, who have not 
d5|yet had the Fortune tq be admitted a> 
e,\monght "em. 

e,! And now, My Lord, were my Þ alent 
al\in Panegyrick,equivolent to what Tour 
d\| Worth requires, I ſhould here take no- 
ſt] tice of (with all the advantageous Rhe- 
at | torick they merit) Tour Lordſhip's mas 
T1 ny noble Qualifications, and how well 
4-1 your Mind is proportion'd to the Cha- 
r | A923 rather 


ps. 
l —_ 
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rafter you bear in the World, and that 
Tour Lirdbip does not only inherit the 
Honours, but the Vertues of Tour anci4 
ent Family, which are ſeldomer tranſi © 
mitted to Poſterity from Anceſprs then 
Eflates. But fince ſuch a defign in ma v 
would rather ſerve to injure - > illus © 
ſtrate Tour Lordſhip's þ ame, [ believe: , 
it more my Duty to be filent then offen 
7 the ill management of ſo great 
'ash. And ſhall therefore A no 
beg Tour Lordſhip's pardon for covet 
ing to my ſelf the Jonour of ſubſcri- 


bing me , 


- 


ww, @ © , a 


LY 


My LORD, 
Your Lordſhip's moſt oblicged, and 
moſt devoted humble Servant, 


H. WALKER 


— JYJ ww 


—_—— hs As 


TL PREFACE. 


the 
cid | Deſign nor in this Preface either to un- 
| dertake a Defence for my felf againit che 
M7 Criticks, or by any Inſinuations to recom- 
hel mend my own endeavours to the World as 
Me valoable ; Since none, no, not the beſt Au- 
},,, thors could ever advantage themſelves by At- 
rempes of chat Nature, nor did the worſt & 
"VE ver want ſome to eſteem and read their Wri- 
Nd tings. Thus the Great Dryden cannot eſcape 
Cenfſure ; nor is Witbers himſelf without his 
ow} Admirers. And therefore prepared by ſuch 
Confiderations, I am fortified againſt what- 
ever Fate may happen to theſe loving Ver- 
F194 ſes; moſt of which ( for Preſtat ottoſum eſſe 
wm mbil agere ) were the Ffeeſts of my idle 
rs at Sea, and the reſt have been ( for 
want of better ) the imployment of ſome of 
my vacant time a Shoar. 

If any ſhall chink the fifth Elzgy too looſe, 
and for that reaſon be ready to reflect upon 
me,let them take that for my Apology which 
Rj Martial makes in his own behalf to Ceſar, in 

one of his Epigrams ; A4 lnne- 


OL ES: $4 


: 
| 


' thepleaſure of Taſt. And favena/ himlelf, 


* the Author,Catullus,Tibullur,Propertine, Horace 
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FOUR | - a 
Innoewor Cenſura pote trere Luſws 
Laſcrvia % nels | Lenny nk eſt. 

Bur if chat will not ſerve, and the ſqueg- x; 
mith and nice will he oftended, ler them he 
angry with the Author, who in the Original 
takes greater liberty co himſelf in his Words 
then I have done in the Trantlation. And 
belides,l ſhall deſire they would regard theſe 
Elegies,as they are delignd to expole the for- 
did & inexcuſable vices of laſcivious old Men, 
in RAINS 2a ate O08 2.058 
Y : for ed with the um- 
—_ alles of thee yourhfull blood, are 
cul then thoſe who have appetites, 
when Nature has ſcarce left them Health, or 


when he laſhes (in his trench the unrea- 
ſonable Follies = thoſe who wiſh I 
a t Age) lays no reſtraint ex- 
oo qy | 2 nr ad res Sc 
Engliſh more then once by ſeveral Jto 
ty of [th 

yu 


in 


Hands. However I believe the 


himſelf, and all the Epigranmatiſis may be e- | tl 
# nough 
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nough to defend what I have done. And if not, 
ure the Examples of the Poets of our own Na- 

F rion and Times will : For, can I name one 

© ſcarce, who has not either upon the Stage re- 

« reſented, or otherwiſe writ, what 15 full as 

q 

c 


much, if not more licentious then any thing 
* pn this Book ? 

mn— ———— -— Pittorib, atque Poetis 
| Quidlibet andendi ſemper fuit aqua Poteſt «s. 
, And we ſee daily in Pictures thoſe Parts of the 
e {Body layd open to the view, which are elſe 
- jconceald : And therefore Poetry, which is a 
e {ſpeaking fort of Painting, ſpares not (when oc- 
, {calion offers) to give the livelie(t Repreſentati- 
, 
, 


ons of Nature or V ice;And this has been fo cu- 
ſtomary in all Ages,that none will,fure, refuſe 

- {rhe ſame privilege to thoſe who write now. 

> | Idoubtnor, but to ſtand excuſed before the 

; L Ladies, becauſe the Famous Wits of that fair 
Sex have ſeldom denyd their Pens the liberty 
to be as luxurious in this way of writing as 
the Men, nor have they thought it either in- 
jurious,or ſcandalous to them,co publiſh man 
things as laſcivious as this. Nor indeed choagh 


—— 


The Preface. 


they ought to be ſo in their lives and conver- 
lations, it is not fo very neceſſary that Poets 
ſhould be reſery'd and chaſt in their Verſes :; 
and this 15 the Opinion of Catallur. 


Nam Caſtum efſe decet pixm Portam 
Ipſum, Verſiculor nibil meceſſe eff. 


For the Buſinck of a Poet is cither on the one 


hand to incite Men to Verrue, and to do this 
by rendering it amiable with the molt ſurable 
Deſcriptions,and molt elegant and heighthen'd 
Praiſes; or clſe,on the other hand,codeter them 


from Vice, and then he muſt no le to} 


paint it in the molt deform ſhape, or tear to 
ſhew it in the worlt colours,to all the diſad- 


' |, vantage imaginable. Now if theſe Arguments 


wy wraer- w=— 
» - . 


will not.contene ſome, who think it an Excel- 
lence to be roo vreciſely rigid, I ſhall 

to them the ſame words which Martial = 
his Epiſtle before the 1{t Book of his Epi 

St qurs tamen tam ambitzore tniftes eſt, ut apud ul- 
lum m null. paging Latin: (or to adapt it more 


to the preſent purpoſe) nl Ts. fas fi pe 


teſt Epi ry ry 1 Tut 0 cantentu eſſe. 
Cha 'X 
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LIFE 


CN. CORNELIUS GALLUS. 


N. Cornelius Gallus was thought to 

have been Born about that [ame Tear, when 
M. Terencius Varro (one of the moſt learned 
Romans ) dyed, he is ſuppoſed, as to bis Country, 
to be a Forojulicnl Ian, and to bave beca inſtruc- 
ted in the moſt neceſſary and uſefull Arts , for 
be was a long time famuiltarly converſant with one 
Czcilius Epirata, the great Grammartan of bis 
time. Tet who bis Father Was, rOmains WNANOW Rr, 
wor 1 that,with bu own Namegranſmitted to Po- 
ftertty ; only tis generally held, that he was born 
to 4 very [mall Eſtate, though ( not waltkgly / of 
« Noble Family, as ws ſeems to imply. 


Nec tibi Nobilitas it ſuccurrere amanti, 
Neſcit Amor prilcis cedere Imagiaibus. 


He 


| 4 = 
*, 
- 
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He was highly favour d and « dof A us 
= yp 44 ll goals {ane 
mended him ) inſomuch that he exalted hum to very | bu 
great Dignities,, gave him the Govermet 
» and be was the firſt that ever ruled |; 
that acdew after after it was reduced to a Roman [-" 
Province : Czar, before he ſent hum to Egypt, 
delighted fo much in <—Lnk and Converſa- | 
tion, that be never went any where without bom ; 
= yu occafuen to V 1rgil im bis ſecond Bc 
logue oY ——_ H "9" Gallus jo 
much taken np far, could not afford 
that full he defired of bis more young 
liar Friendſhip. 
Delicias Domini nec quid ſperaret habebar. 
The thing he ſo much coveted and wiſh for. 
O tantum libcat mcecum tibi ſfordida Rura 
Atque humiles habitare Caſas — —— 
For Gallus findmg the Honours and Preferments 
be recervd from Caſar more ſutable to bis Ambi- 
4on then the humble Pleaſures of a Country Life, 
could not be uwoned to quit the Splendour of the 
Roman Court, to take up with the more ſecure 


—_ of a Rural Di thowgh "_ irgil 


' 


IT.r3 


- 


WT 


' CORNELIUS GALLUS. 


US —_—— to draw bem to ut by all the encourage- 
s- | ments and advautages be propoſed would accrue to 
ry |bim thereby; and in Deſpair of ſucceſs, confude- 
of | ring bow diſpropertiond bis offers were to the 
d | immediate favours be recervd from Auguſtus, 
n 4cries out at laſt, 

t, * Ruſticus cs Coridon, nec Munera curat Alexis, 
+. - Nec, fi Muneribus certes, concedat Jolas. 

1; Virgil, out of the great Friendſbup be bad for 
:= Gallus, im Honour to bum, bad writ balf the fourth 
ſo | Bookof bu Georgicks, which Czar (after bis diſ- 
" | grace) commanded him to alter,and be turn d it tothe 
in | Fable of Ariftzus. But af the Poets that were 
| bu C, otemepor aries bad a very high value for him, 
unleſs ſome Criticks,, whe ſay that Horace was 
his Adverſary, bave happened to be mn the right. 
However, ſuch were bis qualrfications, that Pro- 
pertius could admare bum, though be was bis Ri- 
's | val im Cynthia, as be ſays m an Elegy writ up- 
j- | an that particular occafion. 

> | Sed pariter miſeri focio cogemur amore, 

© | Qu, quid poſit ea Chuck, dai, 

_ =__ 

1 Querere, aca umnpune ta rogata — | 
[= Gallus | 
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| 


oY 


= - ? 


| 
in 
I, 


Gallus wa 4 gay amorous temper, very fickſe 
and as & as Propertius m axether place 
tells him , | 
Dum ribi F 
OY 
But be was alſo very paſſunate, and impatient of | 
aajurorr chxdonpdes waru- 
any time addrcfed bi Love, and them would of - 14 
ten come with bis Complaints to Propertius , fel 
Ah ——_— ad lamina curres, on; 
Quan tidi ingulca fortia verba cadunt! |, 
Tet at laſt be grew famous for the mughty love be | 
bad for one Cytharis, « freed Woman of Volu- | 
mina's, and a Whore, who forſook bum (perhaps 
after be fell into diſgrace,)) and went away with 
ene Antony t France ; and it # not unlikely 
that Propertius means ber, when be ſays, 
ac eric _ 
dinkenees eaiftres exigſt wan view; 

Hac tibi vulgares iſtos compeſcer amores, 
Nec nova quzrendo, ſemper amicus cris. 
And a little after that be deſcribes ſo extrave- 
gant a Paſſion of Gallus, to which be was an eye- 
witneſs, that ut may be very reaſezable to believe 


CORNELIWS GALLUS. 
le | i all that Elegy the Woman of whom be ſpeaks 


4s be Cyrharis. 
Vidi ego te tot vintum langueſcere collo, 
| .. Et tre injettis Galle diu manidus, 
cu is animam deponere v 
| "os Ginb cies nate Bal. 

f | Non ego complexus potui deducere velſtros ; 

t Tantus crat demens inter utruſque furor. 

'- However Gallus no more then others could be per- 
feltly bappy ;; and though be had been the great and 
anly Favourite of —__— Czlar, yet after he 

was gowe to Agypt, theſe who expy d bum, gaind 
be © thetr ends, and brought bim more mto Diſgrace, 

1- } aud lower under the Emperour 5 Diſpleaſure, then 

ps be was ever before rats d ms bis Eſteem. Whether 

th | he really deſerv'd the mughty Misfortune that feſt 
ly I beavy upon bum, may be a que ſton, fance not 

| always who merit beſt of Fortune are beſt uſed by 
ber ; and after Catlar was offended with bum, be 
uffer d none of bis ther Friends to venture at bis 
wſhification, ſo fatal and dangerous is the Anger 
of an inraged Monarch ; yet V irgil even then ad- 

«| ventured ts mourn bis hard fate in bus tenth Ec- 


n logue ; and fall lov d bum, though more ſecretly. 
FE Gallo | 


| Nor is it unlikely that Ovid himſelf, gi 
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Gallo cujus amor tanrum mihi creſcit in horas, | 

Quantum vere novo viridis fe ſubyicit alnus. 

And though be defagn d the Dedication to bum 

— nget gr mares brrpheyy of Geor 

yet erwards nt c 

of Calar, and therefore 6 fn ti 
Maccnas. 


The things that were alledged 
bis baving been m a Plat againſt 
be bad raind a City m 
and ſeveral other Imputations. Ovid ſeems 
umply, as if the reedom be uſed wuh bus 

"ny 144 wor Wie, hef-rahrpder 4 of bly. 
loſung Carfar s favour ; for which be was bant 


ed, ar ſome think, 


Non fuit opprobrio celetrafſe Lycorida 
Elgin nn nm. 


ſame occaſion in the ſame 
been pertaker with bom in equal 


CORNELIUS GALLUS. 


How he dyed, is uncertain ; ſome think Calar 
4 him to be put to death; others believe, that 
» offerny baniſhed, and bis ambitious Soul not able 
ors brook the Diſerace, or elſe apprehenſrve of the 
fe ice of bis Bxenues amang ſt the Nobility, Il d 
andhimſelf, as Ovid mtumates. 
{ Sanguis, atque anime prodige Galle ruz. 
Others agam belive brs Miftriſs Cytharis,whom 
he 4 Lycoris, forſakzug bum, he was more in- 
ent of the ” ber then bus Government, and 
w he reaſex ll d bumſelf ; axd Virgil ſeems 
Days lament bim as bawing bees a Vitiims to that 
Xs Live of bus. 
s 7 Quz Nemora aut qui vos faltus habuere Pucllz 
Naiades, indigno cum Gallus amore perirer. 


el Propertius may give accaſun to belirve that 
Y was flats in ſome Battel. 


Gallum per medios creprum Czfaris cnſcs, 
Ignotas non potuille manus. 
probably =_ both theſe expreſſans one may 
urall = ys yoo yt appeaſe the jea- 
new Lover, was a contriver of bas 


Death, and bired ſome to fl him : He was re- 
(a) puted 


2 - CRE — a 


> 
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gated an excellent Poet, and was wnicalary a Cu =, 
rio in Elegies ; m which way of writing be 
wet held to be infertour to exther 1 ibullus «r 

ws. We bave an account that be writ 


Books of Elegtes, of which, perbays, theſe fux El 
gies enly are preſervd to wr; and be alſs — 


ted one uphorion 4 Chalcidonuan Peet, 

Virgil coufurms. mM 
Ibo & Chalcidico quz ſunt mihu condita verlu, oy 
Carmina Paſtors Gicul modulabor avcua. 


He writ four Books of bus Love ts Cytharis, who" 
be called Lycoris, but none of them are left ; Ar 
over Ovid takes notice of them, and numbers bumhp!. 

mong ſt the Catal, gue Fas Famous Poets of Tc 
ray” Wirld, — for rot very Poem, 

Gallus & Helperiis, & Gallus notus Eois, 
tr ſua cum Gallo, nota Lycoris erit. 

And thu much of bis Life ; and if 1 have nd 
him that juſtice 1 aim'd at in thu Tranſlation, 


N 


belirve the Reader will not think his time loſt tn} ge 
pernfung it ; and if I faild im tt, I cannot bely p 
£& 


it ww. 


Farewel — 


DO — 


w A Return of T hanks for the Tranl(la- 


fol tion of the following Elegies. 
1/2 : | 
" V E thank you for your Verlc,and hope to lee 
1 From Age, Impotence our Loves let tree; 
ich Whilit ancient Fops read here their certain ſhame, 
They'll wiſer grow, nor tempt agaia their Fame ; 
Renounce their Amber, and the facred Trutt 
i; "They plac'd ia Drugs, to prop their teeble Lutt, 
Read this you Limberbams , whe with delay, 
dg And purher, keep lome abler Spark away ; 
Vho uſe your Miſtrils Chamber as your home, 
And ct your Chariot up, where &'cr you come : 
miPlay-ame, and Park-time, at the Door it ſtays, 
You make no Viſits, "tis your Dwelling-place. 
Here, you may fee, how great a Wretc!1 is one, 
Who ==  —_ when all his power is gone. 
Who can endure to fee a Gallant thriity ; 
Old Ladies making Love, and Boys at titty ? 
ws 31.ct NefFor walt his Itch, in Tricks of State, 
| Or take it out, in rubbing of his Pare ; 
» "Nor when Deſire grows unportently itrong , 
=y Beg ſome forbidden Sight, or luſcious Song : 
ly Let ev'ry one perform their proper Part ; 
Let Nature work, nor make it up with Art : 
Let Youth make Love, cv'n Killcs call tor Yourt:, 


The palſy'd Head can never hit the 5fourty, 
(a 2) COFINA &. 
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To the Ingenious by 
} TRANSLATOR | 
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AD Nightingales melodionfly complain , 

L 2 And pleaſant N ores diſcloſe their | (mngnty pain. » 
ancient Swan ( whom tn bis vigorow flate, 

Fes fancy'd Jove left Hears ts —__ 

Viewing the I ——_s wo! 10 

Warble, 4 Sigh, and fings bu Life away. 


Thas Gallus here t of Grief deftroyr, I 
And ſwmeetlier mourns, than others tell their Joys. 
His Sorrows, Sir, are ſo well tan's by Tos, 
too. 


». The Readers p pitty, but they wonder 
' Tous ſnatch the Wreath from his 
And to the Exvy of our Touth T 


Fate, 


[BW bile gentle frry with his ſoft Fate canehe, Þrig 
| Ave fully pleard in a perfe A 
il, erhinks, Lon ow bis \ Thar) mi 
Of Car over, but ſince more Proud of Tow. 

7 monT phy —drgorn vat P 
1 þcs #", 
Ek nll, Paitorals of Gallus's Diſdain. ; 


F 


: 


[This ODE & thought to be writ by 


| CN. CORNELIUS GALLUS, 
aud in the Latin was added to the Six enſu- 
ing Elegies ; Therefore it may met be very 


much amiſs to mſert it here m Engliſh. 


L 
 Aireſt Lydis, my Delight, 

More then Af/4, and Liffes white ; 
hoſe mix't Beauties do exceed 
Damask Roſes, and the Red ; 
nd ſcems more fair, and ſmooth to be. 

hen Goddeſſes of Tvorie. 
I. 
I iy Locks, thy ſhining Locks unfold, 
irighter far thea burniſh't Gold. 

hy panting Breafs, my Dear, uncloſe, 
Vhere Love delights to rake Repoſe : 

whuch, I would, ro be poſleſt, 
ve all the Treaſures of the Exff, 


CORN. GALLUS. 


Hl. 


Ope thy Planer-Eyes, my Dear, 

For, oh, my Fate is written there ; 
Thence Love's pointed Arrows fly, 
Swift as Stars ſhot through the Shy ; 
While above cach Brow do's ſhow, 
Like a wanton Capid's Bow. 

Shew me, Maid, the bluſhing Red, 
Which thy lovely Cheeks o'cr-{pread ; 
Thy lovely Cheeks, which can out-vie 
The moſt luxurious Tyriax dic. 


IV. 


With warm and Am'rous fury joyn, 
Thy ſofteſt Coral Lips to mine : 

Give me K/ſſes like a Dove, 

Full of ſweetneſs, full of Love. 

Bur, oh, the Pleaſare is lo great, 

My Soul crowds up, the Toy to meet ; 
Ard at my Mouth would force a way, 


Nor longer in the Body ſtay : 


An O D E. 


—_ _ 


My Heart is picrc'd with every K//*, 
I cannot bear the mighty Bliſs ; 

I pant, 1 languiſh, faint, and dye, 
With the tranſporting E:faſy. 


V. 


Gods ! what mighty Power is here ? 
Thou drain'ſt my Veins of Life, my Dear. 
Hide thoſe Beauties from mine Eyes, 

ternal gazing won't ſuffize ; 
That tempring fragrant Boſome cloſe, 
Sweeter then the {weereſt Roſe ; 
More perfum'd, and richer far, 

'hen all th* Areb/ax Spices are. 


VL. 


From ev 'ry part of Thee arilc 


Such Delights, as would ſurpriſe 
Tove hamiclt, were he to be 
Bat fo near as I to thee; 

And fo revenge his Semile. 
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VII. 
Hide, oh, hide thoſe Hills of S»ow, 
Which cngage, and wound me fo ; 
Thy Beauty's Laxory is fuch, 
I cannot gaze, I cannot rouch ; 
The Pleaſare is too exquilite, 
And I'm glatted with Delight. 

VIIL 
Oh cruel, and inhumane Fair, 
Wilt thou then regard my Care ? 
To {ce me languiſh, wilt thou ſtay ; 
Or kill me more, and go away ? 
Gods —— but whither art thou flying ? 
Wilt thou leave me now I'm dying ? 


Oh, forſake, forſake me nor, 
Till P'm dead upon the ſpot. 


+ JC G. 
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ELEGIES 


ON 


| Old Age. 


I "ELEGY 


* The ARGUMENT. 


bs this Elegy, ander the repreſentation of an Old 
Man, the Poet ſeems 10 repine at Fate for impo- 

Late on hin too long, and aggravates the Mi- 

$ ſeries of hu Ags, « by grvs 4 Charatter of him- 
ſelf, as he was when n. the remembrance of 
thoſe happy Days paſt ; after which he deſcribes t 
ſeveral = es < IMCONVERIERE &5 attending 
him now Old, concluding the Elegy with a reflettt- 

; on o# the happineſs of thoſe who dye before their 

Age becomes 4 burthen to them. 


My waſting Life to growing Pains betray 
id the kind Stroak of welcome Dearh delay ? 
B Why 


Hy,covious Age, o'ft witha ling'ring ſtay, : 
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Why wilt thou not inlarge my Sos! to Fae, 
And the vext Priner from his Jayl releaſe ? 
To me "tis worſt of Puniſhmears to live, 
And Death alone a peaceful Reft can give. ] 
Cold and Diſeaſe inhabit me all o'er, 

And what I was in Toarh, I'm now no more ; 

A trembling Faintneſs looſens ev'ry Limb, 

And dizz'd Yertigoes through my Brains do ſwim Jy 
Light, which to all the World do's Joy dilpence, Iw; 
To me, unhappy Mourner, gives Offence ; Be. 
Ev*n Mirth but ſerves my Sorrows to inrage ; ( fs 
Mirth,which can Yourhfull Griefs ſo well afſuage $ Bu 
Becomes th* Aztiperiſtaſis of Age. Tl 
But then to live of mere Neceſſry, A 
And wiſh for Death, is worſe than *tis to dye. 


IT 


While gracefull Towrhremain'd, & vig'rous ſexce,} 1 | 
The wond'ring World prais'd my fam'd Eloquence, YT 
Oft with Succeſs Poetick Lyes I feign'd, A 
And ſure Renown by pleaſant Fitions gain'd: 

Ofr 


WY 


Fw the contended Lavrel was my own, 
And the rich Bays arouod my Temples ſhone. 


But all theſe Pleaſures, all theſe Joys are paſt, 
And a dead Numbaels all my Vitals waſt. 

Ah ! what an uncouth part of Life remains 
[To Aged Mes, fild with Diſeaſe, and Pains. 

Mm But Natere to my Youth exceſſive kind, 

With all theſe Gifts a gracefull Beazty joyn'd. 
Beauty, which of it felt has Power to move, 

And claim from Men Re/pe#, from Women Love. 
But I had Fertze too, which do's our-ſhine 


, 


The brighteſt Gold dug out of Indias Mine, 
And renders Wit more noble and divine. 


If Cer invited by the op'ning Hoend, 
| did the Woods with cager Chaſe ſurround ; 
The frighted Game by me alone was ſlain, 
And ſhunn'd the vigour of my Arms in vain ; 
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Why wilt thou not inlarge my Sou/ to Falſe, 
And the vext Prigner from his Jayl rekeaſe ? 
'To me "tis worſt of Puniſhmears to live, 
And Death alone a peacefull Reft can give. 

Cold and Diſtaſe inhabit me all o'er, 

And what I was in Toasrh, I'm now no more ; 
A trembling Faintneſs looſens ev'ry Limb, 

And dizz'd Vertigoes through my Brains do ſwim: 
Light, which to all che World do's Joy dilpence, 
To me, unhappy Mourner, gives Offence ; 
Ev'n Mirth but ſerves my Sorrows to inrage ; 
Mirth,which can Youthfull Griefs fo well affuage 
Becomes th* Antiperiſtaſis of Age. 

But then to live of mere Neceſhry, 

And wiſh for Death, is worſe than 'tis to dye. 


While gracefull Towrhremain'd, & vig'rous ſexce, 
The wond'ring World prais'd my fam'd Eloquence, 
Oft with Succeſs Poetick Lyes I feign'd, 

And ſurc Renown by pleaſant FiQtions gain'd: 
Ofr 
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Oft the contended Lavrel was my own, 
| And the rich Bay: arouod my Temples ſhone. 


But all theſe Pleaſures, all theſe Joys are paſt, 


And a dead Numbaels all my Vitals waſt. 
Ah ! what an uncouth part of Life remains 
To Ared Mex, fill'd with Diſeaſe, and Pains. 


:} But Natere to my Youth exceſſive kind, 


With all theſe Gifts a gracefull Beaxty joyn'd. 
Beauty, which of it ſelf has Power to move, 

And claim from Men Re/pe#, from Women Love. 
But I had Fertze too, which do's out-ſhine 

The brighteſt Gold dug out of Indians Mine, ; 
And renders Wis more noble and divine. 


If Cer invited by the op'ning Hoand, 
[ did the Woods with cager Chaſe ſurround ; 
The frighted Game by me alone was ſlain, 
And ſhunn'd the vigour of my Arms in vain ; 
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| Or when with Yourhfull heat and warmth inflam'df jo 
| I gave Purſuit to ruthfull Beaſts untam'd. 
| 


Not without prais'd Succeſs did I unploy 
My deadly Arrows, certain to deſtroy. 
BH 8 Sometimes, when I beheld the brave Reſort, 
| | \Shcre ative Wreſtlers ſtrove in manly ſport. 
"The bold Engagements I would often chule, 
1 Andartfullſtreagrh,with ſinewie Limbs could uſe 
i | Sometimes I have with pradtis'd Racers run, 
* And oft the Goal from fleeteſt Courſers won. 
| Buskin'd ſometimes, in Sopboclean Verle, 
I could a Noble Tragedy reherſe. 
| While trading Players bluſb'r ro be out-done 
kþ In gracefull Aftion, and 4 moving Tome. 
1} Nor did I loſe the leaſt degree of Praiſe, 
| 
| 


Becauſe my Skill was good ſo many ways ; 
But rather found it heighten'd my Deſert, 
As various Works ſhews moſt the Mefer's Art. 
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"dl in one Grece alone we Pleaſure find, 
hen *tis with other noble Yerrzes joyn'd, 
will more exalt, and more afteT the Mind. 


But then a hardy Sf" race there was found, 
hich all my other manly FYert#es crown'd ; 
Soff rence which invincible remain'd, 
gainſt all Ills, and worſt of Harms diſdain'd ; 
'or unconcern'd, from Injury ſecure, 

ith a bare Front all Storms I could endure. 
ſs as drops of Oyl around my Head, 

he violent Rain was innocently ſhed ; 

Ev'n rougheſt Winds aſſaulted me in vain, 
Like furdy Oaks, I could their Rage ſuſtain. 
The Sax in Cancer, or in Capricorn, 

By me unprejudic'd alike was born. 

And Tybers colder Streams I durſt invade 

In hoary Froſts, fearleſs, and undi{may's : 
Nor did the doubtfull Dangers of the Sea, 
From Voyages deter, or frighten mc. 
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To me ſbort Sleeps could long AS 
And mod'rate Mea/s my Hanger could reheve. 
Yet if a jolly drunken Friend I found, 

Inclin'd to paſs the moving Goblers round, 

And ſpend the happy hours of ſome ſmooth day, 
In chaſing with br/zk Wine, del Cares away. 
My ftronger Brains could undiforder'd bear, 
Of ſtrongeſt Liquors, an unmeaſur'd ſhare. 

My ſturdieſt Gzeft with Eaſe I overcame, 
Though he, with others, gain'd a ViQtor's Fame. 
Had Father Bacchw ventur'd in for one, 

Not Father Bacchus had unconquer'd gon. 


>——— 
| — 


Tha 
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Thos tis no very cafie thing to find, 
Two Contrarictics within one Mind, 

By the ſoft tye of Concord's bands confin'd. 
And fo 'tis fam'd, that the great Socrares, 
Poſſeſſing oppoſite V arteries , 

Was gayly Pleaſant, and ſeverely Wile. 
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That he was thill d, and that be could excel, 

ve, 4s well is drinking, & i» reas'ning well. 

And Cao oft would rigid Thoughts decline, 

To fate his Sences with delicious Wiae ; 

Nought in it ſelf is good, or bad, we know, 

And Circumſtances only make things lo : 

For what"s perform'd with grace, with wit, and ſence, 
Cannot be call'd & vice by no Pretence ; 

"Tis that can only Ill and Vicious be, 

That's flubber'd o'er, and atted floveniie. 


\'s 


Unmov'd, and fearleſs, Fate's worſt ſpite I bore, 
And on my Brows no heavy Sorrows wore ; 
Pomp and Adverſitie to me were one, 
I No Grief far this, no Joy for that was ſhewn. 
A gen'raus Poverty I always lov'd, 
And Avarice by full Context remov'd. 
11 all things had, b:cauſe I nought deſir'd, 
Enjoy'd ;ay own, my Neighbours nc'er requir'd, 

. 


B 4 Thou, 


g Corn. Gallus, Eleg. I | 


Thou, dolefull Age, alone do'ſt me ſubdue, 
Who conquers all things elſe, muſt yield to you. 
To thee we run, all fading things are thine, 
And with thy Evil laſt all things decline. 


Thus in my Youth adorn'd Hetreris ſtrove, 
With her beſt Beazties for my Nuprtial Love ; 
But Hymen's Fetters I unfit to bear, 

Did Liberty to golden Bonds prefer. 

When Cer 1 walk't the ſtately Streets of Rome, 
Gay in my vernal Strength, and youthfull Bloom 
Each longing Maid gaz'd with a wiſhing Eye, 
To ce my prom'fing Parts as I paſt by : 
Bluhing a Nymph, my Viſits would receive, 
Yer of her Joy many dear Tokens give ; 

And i{miling, into ſome ly Corner run, 

As it ſhe would my gratefull Kindneſs ſhun ; 
Where, undiſcover'd, long ſhe could not be, 
But laugh aloud to be found out by me ; 


| 
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| More pleas'd with being caught, thancloſeconceaÞ'd, 

. | And only hid, that ſbe might be reveal'd. 

So I to all ſeem'd pleaſing, kind, and fair, 

A Lover only, nor would more declare ; 

For kindly Nature had beſtow'd on me 

A modeſt, and a chaſt Severinie. 

No Beauty of ſufficient force could prove, 

To make me with a wedded Life in love ; 

Nor any Nymph appear'd fo fair to me, 

That I ſhould buy her with my Libertie : 

ml Homer « Face might charming ſeem before, 

The thoughts of Hymen made it ſo no more. 


Thus while I was fo nice in choice of one, 
Exattly perfeft, I remain'd alone. 
The Short I lov'd not, and the Tall did hate ; 
The Lean diſdain'd, and loath'd the fulſome Faz. 
I only lik'd the Mediax of all theſe; 
The Middle ſtill is beſt, and beſt do's pleaſe. 


Soft 


OT ———  —— 
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Soft Luxury do's there the Body grace, 

And there do's Love his facred Temple place. 

I did i'th' Slender, not the Lean delight ; 

Fleſh ſatiates beſt the fleſby Appetite. 

As Body is by Body gently preſt, 
q 


The height of Pleaſure then muſt be coateſt, 
When the kind Touch no meager Bones molelt. 
The Pale, and clear Complexion I abhorr'd, 
Unleſs with Natere's Roſes richly ſtor'd ; 

For Venus claims that Flower as her own, 
Becauſe in all her Votarics 'tis ſhewn. 

The untry'd Virgin bluſhes forth s Roſe, 

And modeſtly « Shame for loving ſbews. 
Experienc'd Lovers too this Flower bear, 

And in their Cheeks after Joys taſted wear. 

The golden Hair, and white declining Neck, 
Denote a Wit, and claim a juſt Reſpeft. 

Black Brows, a Forchead large, and ſparkling Eyes, 
Would oft my Heart with Love, and Awe furpriac. 


T lov'd 
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'I lov'd the Rudy, moiſt, and ſwelling Lip, 


Where I could Kiſſes taſt, and Nettar fip. 
A long round Neck made Gold appear more fine, 
And Jewels with a double Luſtre ſhine. 


Bur all cheſe Pleafures, which to Toerh were dear, 
Offends diſtaſttull Age, but ev'n to hear ; 
For diff*rent Things, oblige our diffrent Years, 
What once was decent, now a Crime appears. 
The wanton Boy loves light Inconftancie, 
And Age aftets a fertled Graevitie. 
Burt gracefull Toxth arriv'd to manly growth, 
Remains the Golden Mean bet wixt 'em both. 
This heedfull Silence belt becomes, and that 
Delights in noifie Mirth, and empey Char. 
Time conquers all things, and we muſt ſubmit 
* To all the cruel Tyranrues of ir. 
He ſufters nought in certain Paths to range ; 
But with humlſelt do's ev'ry Being change. 


Now 
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Now therefore ſince my Age do's burthen me, 
And uſeleſs is, come Death and ſet me free ; 
But oh! in vain I beg for Liberrie ! 


Who, when oppreſt, cannot themſelves relieve, 
By Death at Pleaſure, but muſt tortur'd live ! 
'Tis to the Miſerable ſweet to dye, 


On what hard terms poor Mortals Life receive; 


But courted Death from them do's coyly fly, 

And where unwelcome, there approaches nigh. 

But I, while living, tread in Paths of Death, 

And faintly draw a meer departing Breath : 

For Age to me the Uſe of Sence denies, 

And grants but an imperfe# Exerciſe, c 

Of all my Reaſonable Faculties. 

My Hearing fails me, and do's each day waſt, 

With me ev'n balmy Kiſſes loſe their tall. 

My ſunken Eyes can ſcarce diſcover day, 

The Sun methinks ſhines with a glimm'ring Ray, 
Now 


No 
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Now not the moſt tranſporting Bliſs can be 


By my unattive Touch convey'd to me. 

No Pleaſure more in gratefull fcears I take, 
For Smelling do's my frigid Noſe forlake, 

Me fſenceleſs thus, who'd not for Dead miſtake ! 
No uſe have I of former Memorie, 

Ev'n what I was is now forgot by me ; 

As if of Lethe I had drunk, each dey 

My Mind do's with my languid Corps decay. 


No Verſes now I frog, that Pleafure's done, 
And my ſweet runefull Yoice, alas, is gone. 
Delicious Poems I no longer feagn, 

To pleaſe an Audience with my Commuck Vein. 
No more throng'd Theatres (while I complain) 
Applaud my Numbers, and my Trggict ſtrain ; 
But Avarice for Gold, and worldly Care, 

Draw me to ſcold at the /itigiows Bar ; 

Which cruel Trouble makes me ſeem no more, 
Thaa the faing Imuge of my ſelf before ; 

Far 
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For Death-like Palencls now takes up that Place, |If B 
Which White and Red before had in my Face ; 
Like gather'd Fruit my Age dries up my Skin, 
And ſhrinks, and fiifftcns ev'ry Nerve within. 

My Eyes, which heretofore with I ove could {mi 
And yieldiag Hearts of reader Maids beguile ; 
Now with continual flowing Rheums are fore, 
And day and night in Tears, their Face deplore : 
Now briſly Woods for Brows impending grow, 
Which did before like Summer Garlands ſhow. 
Strangely methiaks, and moſt imperietilic, 

My Eyes, I know not how, in Tormeat fee : 
For being dim'd with moiſt Rheumatick Tears, 
Each thing to me 6 frightfully appears ; 
As what paſt by without, is ladly ſeen 


By melancholy, and delpairing Men, 
From the deep Cavern of a darkſome Den. 

Thus poor Old Mes by their own Horrours fed, 
Both ro themiclves, and others become dead ; 


For who'd not gueſs, when Resſou's gon, Life 


I 
Fea 
Me 


th 
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If Books T take, with hopes in them ro find, 
Something to caſe, or to delight my Mind. 
Tis fill in vain, for my deceirfull Eyes 
Shows ev*ry Letter in a doubling ſize, 

nd ev*ry Leaf grows dull, and magnifies. 
The cleareſt Light chrough Clouds I oaly ſee, 
For ev*n thoſe very Cloads are made by me : 

n obſcure Dusk deprives me of the Day, 

nd rakes it unafhfted by the Night away. 

us I amidit Tartarian Darkneſs dwell, 
And ev'ry Otgett reprefents my Hell. 

ho then wonld trve fuch a curſt Wretch to be, 
Like me tormented to thar vaſt Degree, ; 
To hope Relief from a worſe Miſerie ? 


I'm now poſſeft of ev'ry IM Diſeaſe, 
Feaſts, and Delights of Epicere diſpleaſe, 
And that T till may live, to live I ceaſe. 
Me, whom no Hardſhip could abuſe of old, 


 ——— of Food, of Heat, or Cold. 


Now 
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Now what ſhould nouriſh me,do's cauſe my Pain, 
And even Food becomes my certain Bane. 

Would I be fill'd, cating creates my Griet ; 
Would 1 «fair, cv'n that gives no Relict. 

The Diſh that plcas'd my Palate juſt before, 

Is now thrown by, and can delight no more. 

No Pleaſure more in gentle Love I find, 
Though Yenw (elf ſhould offer to be kind ; 

Eva Wize for me has no more Charms ia ſtore, 
Whuch can relieve the bad, inrich the Poor, 

Sick Natare but remains weak , and opprelt, 

And with its own worſt Evil is diſtreſt, 

Thoſe Diet-drinks which cleans'd me heretofore, 
And well-prov'd Phyſick, now can work no more. 
All which, to others fict, ſome Eaſe can give, 
Cannot the ſad Diſeaſe of Age relieve : 

For how ſhould Phyſfick in that Caſe prevail, 
When even that do's with the Body fail ; 

And that ſame Cup from whence I Med'cines flip, 
Receives Infeftion from my perrid Lip. 


Theſe 
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Theſe ineftettual Props are rais'd in vain, 
A hicrce precipitating Ruin to ſuſtain. 


No Shows or Triumphs can obleige my ſight, 
I cannot now ev'n counterfeit Delight. 
Beauty, the chicteſt Magazene of Love, 
And a good Drels, which Beazty can unprove ; 
To Age becomes the object of his Rage, 
But even Life oftends capricious Ave ; 
Nay Banquets, Singing, and gay Jeſts diſpleaſe 
Unhappy thoſe, whoſe Pleaſure is Diſcaſc ! 
What ſolid Bliſs can unus'd Riches grant, 
For much, though I poſſeſs, yet more I want. 
To me *tis Pain to touch my own Eſtate, 
And hoarded Gold a Crime to violate. 
So Tantalws do's in deep Water ſtand, 
But for his Thirf cannot one drop command ; 
I make my fclf but Cafos of my own, 
For others to enzoy when I am gon, 
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©o was the Drag on in the Garden plac'd, 

To watch the goldes Frait, but not to taſt. 

Thus I folicitous, with Care opprelſt, 

To my teiz'd Mind refuſe a needfull Reſt ; 

Still covering, and craving (till for more, 

I nccr abatc, it not increaſe my Store, ; 
And maugre all, imagine I am poor. 


Nor are theſe all the Plagues that wait on me, 
For I become my own worſt Emnenie. 
Doubtfull, and trembling, credulous of Ill, 
And fcarfuil of my own belt ARtions (till, 
Yet in my Notions obſtinately wile, 
I praiſc the pef, the preſent Age deſpiſe ; 
None learn'd but me, or skiltull I believe, 
O' my own Prudence oaly poſitive, ; 
By wilfull Doatage moſt my ſclf deceive. 
Much do I talk, and talk it o'er, and o'er, 
And yet am troublciome by telling more. 


[ drivic 
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[ drivic out a (lav'ring Speech lo long, 
You'd wiſh a preſent Palſte feiz'd my Tongue. 
To Death y*are tired, yet unweary'd I 
Perſiſt ro kill you with Garraizeie. 

Oh miſcrable Age, which canit but give, 
Strenpth ro Mankind to become talkative! 

In ev'ry Place my loud Complaints are heard ; 
They're heard indeed, but never gain Regard. 
Nothing can plcaſc me, nothing can ſuffice ; 
Now this I cover, that anon deſpiſe. 
Old-men ro Infants we may well compare , 
Whoſe changing Wills as fond, and pecviſh are. 
When &er I make my felt a Witty Fool, 

And my greve Tail 1s very ridicule. 

It my tir'd Audience do's but laugh aloud, 
I'm mightily oblicg'd, and mighty proud ; 

I {mile with them, and flatt'ring my Concert, 


Heighten their Lawgh with the ſzme ſtrains of Wat: 


A pleaſing Joy o'er-fpreads my wrinkled Face, 
And I am tickled with my own Diſgrace. 
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Thus thei arc the Firſt Fruits of Death, withthelc 
Down to the Grave I march by ſlow degrees. 
Ny Form, my Drels, my Colour, Shape, and Meen, 
Arc not the lame, which heretofore they've been. 
My Bo $7 naw inchn'd. and av kward grown, 
Lcts my large Coat flide trom my ſhoulders down; 
And what was ſhort bctore, fecms now a Gown.” 
I {y contracted, and dccreas'd appear, 

You'd thiak my very Bones deminith't were. 
Fm no more piivileg'd to look on high, 

To contempiate tix rich, and !pacious Shy ; 

But prone to Earth, trom whence I came, I tend 
To ſhew where I began, there I muſt cnd. 

| Three Feet I uſe, but fireight 1 ſhall uſc four, 
And brought to Childhood, crawl upon the Floor. 
Toirs firſt Proxciple cach thing relolves, 

What ril * from Noxght, to Nonght again devolves. 
Hence *tis that I, mould"ring to Deft am tound, 
Wuh my old Staff poking the lazy Ground ; 


And 
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And my ſhort ſteps, moving with weakly pace, 


But ſlowly quitting the arrradFive Place ; 


Scem thus ro mutrer my Complaints, and pray 


With belching Jaws to Exrth againi(t Delay. 


Mother, receive thy Child, pitty his pain, 
And in thy Boſoume cheriſh me again, 
For hardly can my Leggs their Load ſuſtain. 
My loathſome Figure now moves no Delight, 
And my fad gaſtly Looks the Boys affrighr, 
For tear they ſhun me, and abhor my Sight 
Why to thy Breed do'it ſhew ſuch Cruclric, 
To let me thus a common BRugbeer be * 
My bugnefs now with Maztind here is none 
The wretched Task of Life by me is done ; 
With aff its variow Trouble, warious T oy! : 
Receive me therefore to my proper So1/. 
What Pleaſure is't to fee me undergo, 
So many diffrent Penalties of Wo ? 
Is it a Mother's part to uſe me (0 ? 
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Scarce have I Strength thus even to complain, 
And ſcarce my Staff my trembling Limbs fuitain ; 
Burt with my Labour, and my Grief oppreſt, 
Lolling upon my Couch, I feck tor Reſt. 

Where ſtretch't along upon th” uncaſic Bed, +» 
I repreſent an Earthic Bedy dcad ; ; 
Such as it is, when once the Seal 15 fied. F 
Thus when I loll, and ſtretch, who would believe 
That I am fcnſible, at all, or live ; ; 
Though this indeed, what Life I have, do's give. 
My Life is but one intire Puniſhment , 
And af the World bat one whole Diſcontent. 
Heat burns my Body, Clouds oftend my Sight ; 
Nor do's the cold, or clearer Air delight : 
The Summer Dews arc hurrfull co my Head, 
And as Infections, April Showers I dread. 
The chcartull Days of the gay blooming Spriag, 
Nor Autamw's jolly Vintage, nor any thiag c 
Tome the kalt reviving Joy can bring. 

Bur, 
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But, wretched I, with Scarf, and Scab oer-run, 
And with the Prifick, and Chin-Cough undone ; 
My miſcrable Ave it ſelf bemoans, 

With never-ccafing, and continual Groans. 

And can you think thoſe Createres live, to whom 
he Air, by which we breath, and Light become 
Hatefull, and grievous, ſad, and troubleſome ? 


Ev*n Skep, Death's gentle, gratefull Imagerie, 
Which, for a Tie, do's wretched Mortals free ; 
From the unquiet Thoughts of Meſerie, 

Still flies away, and ſhuns unhappy me. 
And if he do's vouchſafe, though late, to cloſe 
My heavy Eyes, he troubles my Repoſe 
With horrid frightfull Dreams, and dreadfull Sights, 
Ot fatal SpeiFers, and of murther'd Sprig hes. 
Down Becs, or Beds of Sroze are much the ſame, 
And ſeem to me to differ but in name, 
Though ſofteſt Si/ts my thin light Cov'cing be, 
Heavy they ſeem, and troubleſome to me. 
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With many Inconvemencies opprelt, 
Often I rile to break unperte-t Rell 
Thus urpg'd by my weak Bedzes fad Defect, 
I do thole very things I would neglect ; 
And ſtriving many Evils to avoid , 
My Health by many Evils is deftroy'd. 
Thus 
Axe coming on unheeded, and unfought, 9 
With multitudes of heavy Milchucts fraught, ( 
Submiſſion to its own lad Warkt 1 taught. * 
Who therctore would a tedious Life delire 
And fo by picce-meal paintully expire * 
Then in the Fleſb the Soul ſhould bury'd lye ; 
And to live dying better once ro dye. 
Alas ! I don't complain, becaulc I'd give 
A hx't Preſcription how loag Man [b ld hve. 
"Tis an unpardonable Crime, I know, 
To circumicribe great Nazre by my Law. 
I only wiſh that I might meer my Fate, 
E'wr Ape ſbould all wy Pleaſarcs capt roate. 
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E'& Tunc with bis rant If mey Lite iawade ; 


Time, which mates off things wear avay, and fade. 


The ſturdy Bal by Time deficicat grows, 


Nor ule of tormer noble Courage knows. 

The proud, gay, mertled Horſe, of hate fo good, 
By Axe becomes the Scandal of che Sad : 

Thus can abate the furious Lyow's Rage, 

And the fierce Tyrger gentle grows with Are. 
Amtiquitie makes even Rocks decay, 

And ev'ry thing, alas, to Tac gives way. 
Wheretore I rather would axticipere 

My growing Miſcries by ſwifter Face, 

And all my Puniſhment at once would forl, 

Nor wait in painfull Expectation ſtill. 

Rut who can tell the Sorrows, and the Pain, 
V'Vhich not themſelves, but others do fuſtain ? 
Thus poor Old men increale their grievous Care, 
By nutwding how nunch they wnpitty d ave, ; 
Of thoſe, who cannot in their Suff rings ſhare. 
Henco "tis that Age, forſaken friendlefs 4ye, 

Do's in ſo many {colding Brovls cngage. Micet- 
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Meeting with ſuch Contempers, ſuch Detriments, 
Whale none, in his behalf, his Harms refenrs. 

The rogu'iſh Boys, and wanton Girls agree, 

Both to deſpiſe, abuſc, and laugh at me ; 

For Maſter, me, they think "tis ſhame ro own, 
Becanſe with Age I m deſpicable grous. 

They flout my Gate, my Face, and trembling Head, 
Whoſe angry Nod they heretofore would dread. 
Though my dum'd ſight ſmall belp to me do's give, 
Yer I ſhall certainly my Shame perceive. 

No rude aftronts by me unſeen can go, 

But I muſt mark 'em to compleat my Woe. 


Thrice happy, ſure, is the deferving Fe, 
Who lcads thus Life in calm Tranquillitie ; 
And c'er with Age hus Strengrh is quite decay'd, 
Is from the World by timely Death convey's ; 
For to remember former Happuncls, 
Do's but increaſe the wretched Man's Diſtres. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


In this Elegy the Poet mourns the Inconftancy of his 
Miftriſs, and ſeems to attribute the Cauſe of it to 
bis being Old : nevertheleſs he endeavours, by ſe- 
veral Arguments, to perſwade her to continue her 
Love ts him ftill; but deſpairing of Succeſs, he 
ends the Elegy with «s Complaint. 


UT bo, Lycoris, my inconſtant Fair, 
To me too faithlels, and to me too dear. 
She whole Defires, whoſe Soxl, and mine were one, 
And long we undevided liv'd alone ; 
Secure, I thought, of ſuch « laſting Love, 
And Happincls, &r nothing could remove. 
But now by ſtrange Iafatuations led, 
The fapify'd Ingrate avoids my Bed ; 
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And trom my aged, and cniccbl'd Arms, 

To younger Lover: bears her ſprightly Charms. 
Of former Joys forgetfall all the while, 

Do's mc decrepid, old, unable ſtile ; 

Nor rccollects tholc many Picalurcs paſt, } 


Which fhe with vaſt Delight fo oft would talt , [* 


And my unhappy Age ſo much did haſt : 

Nay the ungratctull, the perfxdious She, 

To caſt thc odizw of hcr Crimc on mc, 
Fergns that my Faults caus'd her Inconſtancic. 
Perhaps hereafter, when ſhe may elpy 

Me, weaken'd with my Are, as I pals by ; 
With Hood, or Fan, ſhe'll ſeem to lhude her Eves, 
And me, in thelc opprobriom terms, delpile. 
Bicls me ! did I &'cr love this antick Thing ? 
Could his Embraces any Plicalurc bring ” 
Thoſe rivell'd Jaws, or Lips, did I Cer kits, 
Or kindly grant him the exs/red Bliſs * 


Shell 
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Shell naulcate me, and in Contempe will ſeem, 
To ſpew my Love up like a loathſome Flegme. 
Alas ! what Comforts can Od Age afford ? 

You fee with what prime Bleſſings it is ſor'd. 
VVhat once could move Delight, and Love engape, 


( prccmes deſpis'd when fowr'd with crabbed Age. 


V'Vas't rot enough, that I had liv'd to be, 
o the tull growth of manly Decencic * 


Vhen all I did was ated with a Grace, 

Hive my Mind, and beautifull my Face. 

'cr I became offenſive, and deſpis'd , 

did, unplcaſing, hitetull, and unpris'd. 
'Vhat c'er I've liv'd before, is nothing now, 

n all the Circumſtances where, or how. 

ime with himiclt has taken all away, 

bat was Oer chearfull, pleaſant, brick, or gay. 
Vhite falling Hairs arc now around my Head, 
nd my pale Face would ſcem to ſpeak me dead. 


Yet 
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Yet bright, and beaurifull ſhe ſill appears, 
Nor grows leſs charming,tho” more grown in Years; 
Which ſhe but too well ſes, and roo well knows, 
Therefore, with inward heat of Pride ſhe glows. | 1 
And, I confeſs, ſhe ſtill retains the Grace No 
And Influence of her once dearer Face. 

And in the Embers (till the Indden Flame 
Of Love, do's buth conceal'd, and warm remain. | Me, 
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So that 1 ice Age do's contrive to ſpare, Lik 
And favour too, as all things clſc, the Fair. Mu 
For all ber Beauties are not quite decreaff, Anc 
Sh as ftill enongh & inflame the younreft Breaft : 
But O/d Mex feed on Reliques of their Love, V 
| And former Attion but in Thought can prove. | And 
? Unable to pertorm as heretofore , The 
| | They all pa't Joys to Memory reſtore ; Nor 
| Tickle with that, and grieve they can no more. )| Swe 
And after all, what can the wretched gain, Do's 


[But 
And 


Burt the fad privilege, to entertain, 
Thar own VMisfortuncs, Miſery, and Pain, 
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Thoughts of loſt Happineſs gives no Relict, 
They only ſerve more to iarage the Griet. 


But ſince of former Vigour I'm bereft, 
Nor to give kind Embraces Strength have left. 
Therefore my falſe Lycoris, muſt not we 
Sometimes remember paſt Felicitie ? 
Mnft former Toys be vaniſbing, and vain, 
Like tracks of Cattle in a ſandy Plain ? 
Muſt we forget all that was done before, 
And thiak of happy Pleaſures paſt no more ? 


Why ,cven Brates ſhun Paſtures,new and ſtrange, 
\nd Sheep in unknown Walks refuſe to range : 
The Bal his old frequented Shades do's love, 

Nor will the Flacks from their known Folds remove: 
Sweeteſt in wonred Brambles Philomel 
Do's ſing, and her ſad mournfull Story tell. 
But you alone experienc'd Friendſhip ſhun, 
And to an uatry'd Entertainment run. 
Wert 
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Were it not better far that you confide 

In Certaintics, and things that you have try'd ? 
Various Evcnts ſtill Novelrics attend, 

As they begin, they very ſeldom end, 


If you object my Aye, remember too, 
Thar creeping Ave 15 licaling Upon you. 
Therefore let that inſtru? you to be wiſe, 
And do not me, becauſe I'm grey, deſpiſe. 

Old Time will filver roo thy golden Hair, 

For he do's neither Sex nor Beauty ſpare. 

We often find that pariry of Years, 

Two Minds by parity of Love cndears. 

What though I cannot att as once IT could, 

Let it ſuffice that I did well of old. 

The Hurbandarax, whole Strengrh is loſt in Years, 
Still reverend to younger Sweins appears. 

The Tonng do's ſtill che Courage, and the Fire, 
Which in the elder Soldier was admire. 


The 
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The Swain is griev'd to looſe his exper: Steer ; 
And, to the Trooper, his old Horle is dear. 

Bat oh, alas, Love only can [/ubſef, 

And love, and att within a Touthfull Breaff : 
And ſprightfull blooming Youth alone can prove, 
The fitteſt Objed# for 4 perfet# Love. 


But yet fad Age has not quite plundred me, 
Ot all my Rhetorich, and Gayerie : 
For ſtill I can my dolefull Tale reherſe, 
In tunefull Numbers, and in flowing Yerſe. 
Slight not mature, and folid Grevitre, 
Nor venerable Age, but let it be 
Eſtcem'd, and valu'd, as defir'd by thee. 
Condemn not in another what fo fain, 
You for your ſelf would willingly obtain. 
Scems it not ſtrange in one, and foolith too, 
To light that Voyage which themſelves mult go. 


D Call 
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Call me your Brother, or your deareſt Friend, 
Or Father, cithcr of 'em Love intend. 
Lct Laff to Hozoar yiclkd, as now 'tis fit, 


And to purc Piety let Love fubmit. 


Thus 1 with tcars lament my weak Old Age, 
But that cannot my troubl'd Thoughts aſſuage ; 
For long diſcourſe of Grief, do's Griet carage. 
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ET GCE 


The ARGUMENT T. 


In this Elegy the Poet groves an account how he was 
very much in love, when but « Boy ; and that tit 
young Creature, mith whom he was ſo Enamour'd, 
return'd his Paſſion to the full : yet after all, when 
with much toy! and difficulty it was ſo brought 
about that he had Liberty to enjoy her, he would not, 
but was then (by having that privilege granted 
him) cured of his Love. 


UT now perhaps it may in part Aſſuage, 
[he violeat Griets, of my tormented Age ; 
A whule the mournfull Story to ſuſpend, 
Of Ills which do my preſens Days attend. 


To recolle&t things peft, and call ro mind 


Thoſe Years, which Tune has left fo far behind ; 


D 2 Thef, 


36 Corn. Gallus, Eleg. III. 
Thoſe tender Tears wherein my Lite was free 
From a Diſquiets, Love ! but only thee ! 

For Aqnilins did my Heart invade, 

And I ador'd the Fair, the Bcaut'ous Maid. 
To that degree 1 burat, that I became 

Pale, mad, and mclancholy with the Flame : 
Tet even then my childiſh Tnnocence, 

Preſer od me free from Scandal, and Offence ; 
For Ignorant of Love, and quite unskill'd 
In Veaus Arts, yet with Deſire filFd : 
Something I wiih't, but innocent of what, 
Dil my own Milcric the more create. 


—— 


Nor was the excellent, the clarming She 
Lebs griev'd, or lels diſturb'd with Love of me: 
For though ſbe conguer'd, yet ſhe was der-<come, 
And could not carry perfett Triumphs home : 

But heated with her Paſſhon, and Deſire, 

Ja vain ſhe ſtrove to ſhun th? internal Fire : 


Reſtleſs 
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Reſtleſs from place to place, for Eaſe ſhe flew, 
But with her, what ſhe would cvoid, ſbe drew. 
With Charms at diſtance we cach other caught, 
And lov'd unknowing what we either thought. 
In Solitude we hop'd to find Redrefs, 
And \ecret Love, in Secret to repreſs ; 
But that, alas ! did but our Loves increaſe. 
Then we ſought out a more obleiging way, 
To feed, ang fealt our Paſſions ev'ry day, 
By the Exchange of kind, and gentle Words ; 
Words, whith to Lover's Flames, Fuel affords ; 
Yet we could only cheriſh the dear Fire, 
With fruitleſs wiſhing Looks, and vain Deſire. 
To me a critel Pedagoguc gave law, 
And her a carctull Mother kept in awe; 
Thus we both lov'd, but no Succeſs forcſaw. 
Our very Eyes, our very Nod: they watch'r, 
And at all little Circumſtances catch't : 
Fach change of Colour with a carefull Eye, 
They mark't, by that our Paſſhons to deſcry, 
D 3 Wirh 
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With Induſtry, and with deceittull Arts, 
A while the growing Paffrons of our Hearts ; 
Ev'a from cach other we kept unreveal'd, 
And with much Pain our Suffcrings conceal'd, 
But then at laſt our Love fo fierce became, 
That we no longer could ſuppreſs the Flame. 
Ie find it much too hard, and crucl too, 
To ludec « Light which ſo apparent grew ; 
For frequent Blaſbes, Sighs, and thouſand things, 
Declar'd our Wiſhes, and our Languiſhings. 
But oh what Toys, what FEcſtafies were ſbown, 
When we to each durſt our bid Paſſions own. 
Then oft in private we together came, 
And with Diſcourſe blow'd up the pleaſing Flame, 
What cunning Plots we've us'd, what fly deceit, 
To cheat our Spies, and undilcover'd meer. 
WholeNightesin whiſp'ring Murmurs,& ſoft Tread, 
We've ſpent, while drowfie Watches inor'd in Bed. 


And 
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And if we faid of ſuch an ! nterprize , 
Too ſtriftly guarded by our curious Spics, 
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We could, in ſpite, converſe with ſpeaking Eyes. 
In vain they ſtrove our Glances to conltrain, 
They ſpoke our mutual Wiſhes, & our mutual Pain, 


Diſorder'd thus, not long unmark't I liv'd, 
For my obſerving Mother foon perceiv'd, 
The fad, unuſual, melancholy Cre, 
Which did in all my Words, and As appear ; 
And quickly guelt the fatal Cauſe was Love, 
Whom ſhe deſign'd by Rigour to remove. 
She thought my Paffos with a Rod to quell, 
Bur that provok't it, ſtubborn, to rcbell : 
Her cruel Uſage could effett no Core, 
For Love, alas ! had taught me to endure, 
All only ferv'd more to inflame Deſire, 
Like added Fuel to increaſe the Fire. 
Nothing could chaſe the Stranger from my Brea't ; 
dy Health decay'd, but fill my Love increalt. 
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This rough Experiment ſhe try'd in vain, 

For Love do's all Reſtraint, and Force diſdain, 
And I within was more ſeverely vext, 

Doubly with mingled Fear, and Love perplext. 
Then with Maternal Tendernels, ſhe ſtrove, 

By Sighs, and Tears my wilfull Mind to move ; 
Believing that her Sorrows might prevail, 


On filiel Duty to relate the Tale : 

But even that ſoft Stratagem did fail. 

Art laſt, ſhe thought, ſince nothing elſe could do, 
To make pretence that ſhe already knew ; 

And ſeeming pleas'd, and ſpeaking ſmilingly, 
Said, why do'ſt ſtrive to keep ought hid from me ? 
Alas, canſt thou believe that I am blind, : 


By all thy Words, and Attions not to find, 
That ſecret I ove diſtrafts thy tender Mind. 
For did not I bur very lately ſee, 
Some wanton Songs, and Verſcs made by thee. 
Then be obedient, let thy Mother know, 
Who cruel Pains for thee did undergo. 
Acquaint 
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Acquaint me freely, lay aſide your Fear, 

Tell me the naked Truth of all, my Dear. 
What then muſt I thus beg, and fue in vain, 
And is this all the Purchaſe I ſhall gaia ? 

For Blood diftus'd, and loſt to bring thee forth, 
And am I, and my Woes, of no more worth ? 
But if thou do'ſt preſerve thy Chaſtitic, 
Keeping thy ſelf from guilty Attion free. 

All may be well, and innocent as yet, 

And Time may wear away this fond Love-fr. 


Thus was I daily plagu'd, but yet the Curſe 
Was, that I hop'd no Core, bur ſtill grew worſe. 
Not daring to diſcover the hid Pain, 

I lov'd, I languifh'd, and I griev'd in vain. 

Nor needed I at laſt a Tongze to tell, 

What my conſumptive Paleneſs did reveal, ; 
And doz'd Stepidity declar'd fo well. 


Thou 
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Thou mighty Searcher of Myſterious things, 


Whoſe certain Knowledge certain Succour brings. 


Who div'd into the Secrets oft my Mind, 
And the hid Cauſc from dark Ettefts did fad. 
Well, I remember whea you firlt perceiv'd, 


Bobetiws, you alone were truely kind, 


How I was tortur'd, and how I was gricv'd. 


With gentle Words you prob'd the tender Wound, 


And by ſoft ſoothing the fad ſecret found ;; 
Urging me to declare my Griets, and Paia, 
As the beſt means my Temper to regain, 
With Eaſe did you my cloſed Breaſt unlock, 
When gently arguing, thus to me you [poke ; 
For an uaknown Diſeaſe no Care can be, 
Conceal your Grief, and wazt « Remedic. 

As Fire, when in a Cellar cloſely pent, 
Rages the more for want of Air, and Vent : 
So while your Paſſions you with Force contra ; 
To burn in ſecret, you increaſe the Pain, 


Then 
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Then I half willing, but o'er-ruPd with ſhame, 
Bluſh't the fad Cauſe of all my Griefs to name. 
Darkly, at laſt, my trembling Toxgee expreſt, 


The rowling Flames which warm'd my guilty Breſt. 


Enough, faid you, I now enough have ſcen, 
By theſe Eftes to know the Cauſe within, 
Be plain, and tell me all ; lay by your Fear, 
[ cannot elſc a Remedy prepare. 


Thus you prevail'd, I bluſh't, I wept, and figh'd, 


And nothing of the whole Intreigue could hide. 
Down at your Feet to dye, I proſtrate fall, 
And in its native order told you all. 
You ask't, would I poſſeſs the Beaut ious She ? 
No, I reply'd, "ewere an Impietie. 
You laugh'd and cry*d ; Oh, wonderfull Delight! 
Had ever Venus fuch a worthy Wight ? 
What an unſpeakable ſtrange Prodigie, 
In Love, alas ! would you appear to be, E 
Striving to keep a needleſs Chaſtine. 
'Twould 
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*T would be a mbſt unmanly Sin, and baſe 

To ſpare a longing Virgin in this Caſe. 

Would you ridiculoully ſtrive to be 

Piows herein, "twere worlt Impietie. 

Though when perhaps you try to taft the Joy, 

She may ſeem angry, and unkindly coy. 

Be mot diſcourag'd at the grateful Fight, 

For Oppolition whets the Appetite ; 
Makes Love more fierce, and heightens the Delight. 
Young tender Loves are fed with peeviſh Rage, 
And inn'cent Quarrels more the Hearts ingage. 
Virgins untry'd, half yiclding, half atraid, 

Are in their own Reſiſtance be't berray'd, 

With ſecret Pleaſure to foft Force they yield, 

And ſeemingly diſpleasr'd, give up the Field, 

Melted at laft, their firiving us but weak, 
And breathleſs, thus perhaps they faintly ſpeak : 
Ah, do not uſe « harmleſs Creature ſo, 
Still in the midſt of Rapture crying no ; ; 
And prithee let me, prithee let me go. 


Thus 
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Thus when he had incourag'd me to hope, 
I gave my Wiſhes a» anbounded Scope. 


In the mean time with Gifts and Gold he ſtrove, 
To bribe her Parents to allow my Love ; 

They cafily conſent ; ſuch ſtrength do's lye, 
In the prevailing Force of Al/chimy. 

Their natural 4fedtion loon gave way 

To the high Worſbip, which to Gold they pay. 
0h, ſacred Metal | 0k, reffeſ+ Gold ! 

Who can thy firange betwitching Charms «nfold. 
Tis thy unanſwerable Eloquence , 

Thy weighty Arguments, and mighty Sence , 
Which can perſwade poor Mortals to diſpence , 
With any Vice, or Villanous Offence. 

So much thou didſt her Parents move hercin, 
They di1 not barely fſufter, but begin 

To love, and fo promote their Dazxghter's fox. 
All privacies of Place, all proper Time, 

We were allow'd to forward the ſweet Crime ; 
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They put us hand in hand, and all the day, 

A thouſand Am'rous toying Tricks we play ; 
Nay ev'n at laſt the very l/a(biows Fatt, 

They gave us Opportunity to att : 

But there I baulk't, for when to do an III, 

I gain'd the Privilege, I /of the Will, 

My hor Deſire [trait became cool within, 

When once it was permitred me to fin. 

That Laff which 1 betore could not endure, 

The very Power to fulfill did cure. 

Then I, and not before began to find, 

The milcrable Sicknels of my Mind. 

The Laws of Love by me were dilobey'd, 

When near the wiſhing, bluſhing, yielding Maid,C 
I Languid, and unawillingly was laid. 

Bur ſhe with unexpetted coldneſs us'd, 

Bluſhing with Paſhon, and with ſhame cntura 
Role up incens'd to be fo much abus'd. 

And I (to falve the great aftrone I did) 

Cry'd hail untouch't, and ſacred Maidenhead, 


Be 
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Be thou prelerv'd for ever pure by me, 
And ever ſpotlicls, and unblemiſh't be, ; 


For nought regains a /oft Virginitie. 


Thus when ſhe law all that young Yirgizs hold, 
More dear, than Ulerers their ilL-got Gold ; 
By me negleted, when I might enjoy, 
And that my Love I did my lclt deſtroy. 
Oh, mighty Toxrh, ſhe cry'd, who haſt the Pow'r, 
Thy {elf to conquer thy own fierce Amour. 
Take to thee all the Glory of the thing, 
And be more great than a T riumphing Kjng : 
For ſince thou could"ſt thy own toil'd Poffienrquell, 
Ev'a when they were incourag'd to rebell ; 
Let Venus Charms, and her Son Capid's Bow, 
And brave Mizervs's Arms ſubmit to you ; 
There's nothing now but what you can ſubdue. 


Thus both diſpleas'd, and melancholy She 
Parted, with an uninjur'd Chaeftitie. 
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SLEGT I 


The ARGUMENT. 


In this Elegy the Poet gives an account of his loving 
« young Naid, very privately, in his Youth: but 
at laſt how in his Sleep be diſcover 'd what ſo care- 
fully he conceal'd when awake ; and concludes the 
Elegy with a Conſideration of the Incomveniencies 
he lyes under by being Old. 


N E more Intreigue of Toarh I will reherſe, 
And fate my Genius with my ſoothing Verſe; 
For empty Tales, and idle Poetrie, 
Are a fit Task for doating Age, and me. 
And as in circling Time Mankind is found, 
With various Chances always turaing round : 


So to my far-{pent Life no Joy appears, 
Like the Remembrance of moſt diſtant Tears. 


A Virgin 


K 


% 
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A Virgin once there was, whom Heav' n delign'd, 
Both by the Graces of her Face, and Mind , 
To be adapted fo, that ſhe became 
By Nature Candid, as ſhe was by Name. 
Her pure white Hair, from her delicious Head, 
In lowing Carl: around her Shoulders plaid. 
But ev'ry Part of her was "bright, and fair, 
And full as charming as her flaxen Hair. 
The tunetull Lyre ſhe rouch't with ſuch 2 Grace, 
Thar it confirm'd the Conquelts of her Face. 
While from the trembling Strings foft Tunes did 
With Love,and Joy ,vy Heart did tremble too. (flow, 
Bur if ſhe utter'd ſome ſurprizing Song , 
How many Cupids ſate «pon her "Tongue ! 
Exch moving Word, each Accent ſent « Dart, 
And ey ry Note did melt my wounded Heart. 
Then if ſhe danc'd, her Motion, and her Air, 
Made ev'ry Part appear more killing fair ; 
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While I, with Pleaſure, hug'd my golden Chain, 
And lilently indulg'd the gratetull Pain. 


Thus one bright Maid,with many Beauties arm'd, 
From whom none {cap'd unconquer'd,or uncharm'd, 
In various Parts ſtorm'd my defenceleſs Mind, 
Nor did one Dart the leaſt Reſiſtance find, 

And when by Violence ſhe was polleſt, 

She nccr forſook my entertaining Breef. 

Once ſeen her bcautious Form, ſtill tay'd with me, 
And day and night dwelt in my Memorre. 

How oft has my Imagination brought, 

Her abſent Image preſent to my Thought. 
Fix'd, and intent, how oft (though far remoy'd) 
Have I ſuppos'd I talk'd with her I lov'd. 

How oft, with Plcalure, would my Fancy bring, 
Thoſ: Sexes to mind, which ſhe was wont to ſing ; 
And with delight my buſie Voice, and Tongue, 
Would imitate tholc Notes, and words ſhe ſung. 


Thus 
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Thus I my ſelf, againſt my ſelf took part, 
And, like « Cheat, play'd booty with my Heart. 
How oft have I been thought with Vadneſs ſeis'd? 


How often has my Head been thought diſeas'd, 
While the wild Paſſions of my Breaſt encreas'd ? 
Nor can I think, that I was wholly void 
Of Reaſon, or my Reaſon well enjoy'd. 

But ſure 'tis an intollerable pain, 
To hide a ſtifled Paſhon, or reſtrain 
The Rage, "tis what no mortal Breſt can bear, 
For in the Countenance it will appear, 
Though never ſo reſerv*d,though never fo al 
The changing Colours ſhow how we decay, 
And ev*n the Silence of the Tongue betray. 
TV” affetted Face will the hid Thoughts declare ; | 
Bluſbing beſpeaks « Share, and Paleneſs Fear. 
But more my Dreams dilclos'd my Privacie : 
My Dreams unfaithfull to my Love, and me , 
Did my fſurpreſs'd Anxietics reveal ; 
Nor could Death's Image, Sleep, my Cares conceal : 

E 2 For 
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For whcn my Sences were incha'd to Relt, 
And by oblivious Slumbers all pollelt ; 
Ev'n then my Tongue unacted Guile conteſt. 

As on the Grals, ſiceping I once was laid, 
Cloſe by the Father of my lovely Maid ; 
And while he thoughtlels ſlumber'd by my Side, 
Thus, in my Dreams diſturb'd, aloud I cry'd, 
Haſt, haſt, my Candids ; haſt, haſt away, 
Our ſecret Love is ruin'd it you ſtay : 
For ice, alrcady peeps the prying Sax ; 
If ware diſcover'd, we arc both undone. 
The cnavious Light will our fol's Loves betray ; 
Haſt, haſt, my Candids, my Candida. 


Awak'd at this, and ina ſtrange ſurprize, 
He ſtarted up, and ſcarce believ'd his Eyes : 
But for his Dazgbter, ſcarch'd the place around, 
Whulec I was oaly Ceeping on the Ground ; 


Gaſping, 
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Gaſping, and panting, there he ſaw me lye, 

Tranſported from my ſelf with Ecſtaſy, 

With what vain Dreams, ſaid he, art thou polleſt / 

Or has a real Love uſurp't thy Brealt ? 

Some waking Obyetts rather, I conclude, 

Upon thy gentler Slumbers may iatrude, ; 

And thus thy Wiſhes fleeting Forms delude. 

Aſtoniſh't! he my broken Murmurs wazcl''r, 

And each imperfeft untorm'd Sentence catch't. 

Gently his right hand on my Heart he lay'd, 

And in-foft Whiſpers, more inquiries made : 

For ſo apply'd, the fly Inquirer's Hand, 

From ſleeping Brealts can any thing command ; | 

And the [oor 4 Tongue do's by that Charm impart, 

The very choiceſt Secrets of the Heart. | 
Thus I, who had fo long with Looks ſevere, | | 

Kept from the prying Eye, and liſtning Ear, 

The Cares of Love, grown by Concealment dear, 

| My treach'rous Tongue did, when I ſlept, declare. | 

EF 2 And 
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Yet ſtill had my whole wretched Life been free, 
From impure Adtions, and Impretie ; 
Not that ſo much I did thoſe Criaves prevent, 
By perfect Vertze, as by Accident. 
But now I'm o/d, and want the Strength ro fin, 
It pleaſes me my Toth has guilrleſs been. 
Tho" no juſt Praiſe, that they from Yee are tree, 
To ſuperannuated Men can be, 
Since "tis not Choice, but meer Neeefirie. 
Strength oaly ſleeps, their Inclinations wake ; 
And not they Vice, but Vice do's them forſake. 
Pleaſure dcſerrs their unperforming Years, 
And leaves them fIFd with painful Toils,& C: 
And all their Good in want of Power appears. 


"Tis worth our while, if we conſider too, 
What Penalties in Are we uadergo ; 
How that, with it, a ſow Repentance brings, 
For all our Yourhtull Faults; and Riotings ; 
How 
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How many Groans it pays! how many Tears, 
For dear-bought Laxery of younger Years ! 
And though Mankind will often ſtrive in vain, 
Youth's boyling Heats, and Follics to reſtrain ; 
Oft'ner with Knowledge, and Contrivance, we 
Perſiſt in ſome deluding Villanie. 

Ware oft induſtrious, ſtudious, wiſe, and nice, 
In the performance of ſome witty Vice. 
Though Vice ſometimes bears us by force away, 
Yet we too oft its cafic Call obey : 

Oft, though we cannot compaſs what we will, 
We are Well-wiſbers to ſome pleaſing 14. 
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SEESEGCGY ST 


The ARGUMENT. 


In this Flegy, the Poet fbews the Folly and Weakneſs 
of Old Men's being i= Love , who thereby do but 
diſcover their Iraporence and Dotage, and can at 
beft prove but anper forming Leechers, being inca- 


pacitated of imploying Love's chief Agent ; the 
Praiſes of which, in #1 full Strength and Beauty, 


concladers the Elegy. 


ww Hen to the Ef on Embaſſy 1 weat, 
With friendly Articles, by C2ſar fent : 
Whute I deſign'd for others Ref, and Exe, 
And Nations did from ave cxpett their Peace ; 
Lo, in my Breaſt, Tamas and Broil: aroſe, 
And crucl War: troubled my own Repoſe : 
Ev'a I, on whom Hetrraris did rely, 
And with ſuch Aid her crafty Foes defy. 

Whom 


By. 
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Whom ſhe oppos'd ro Publick Policie, 

Could not from private Wiles, my fclt, keep free. 
For one Greek Dame's infiauating Art , 
Well-prattis'd, ro enſlave the brave't Heart ; 
With ſuch peculiar Vigour mine o'er-came, 

It melted in the brisk «fſax/ring Flame : 

For while ſhe feign'd that I had ſmitten ber, 

She ſciz'd me firſt, and rook me Priſoncr. 


Wakefull each morning, with the Dews ſhe rolc, 
Refuſing to her Eyes a ſoft Repole ; 
And at my Windows, ſhining as the Sex, 
Darted in Light before the Day beg «x. 
And, Gods, I knew not what it was ſhe ſung , 
While Grecian Tunes flow'd from her charming 

Tongue. 

But fuch bewitching Force her Murmurs had, 
That with Delight and Plcalurc 1 was mad. 


| 
| 
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Nor was this half ber Cuanming, balf ber Art, 

By which foe congucr'd, and enfen/d wy Heart: 

Bat ftrange reſiftleſs Charms fbe nid, far more 

To rain me, and ts confirm ber Pozer. 

She wept, ſhe ſigh'd,look't pale, and ſocomplain'd, 
As none could &'cr believe it tobe feign'd : 

She ſbew' d what would a Stoick'; Paſſion move, 

Ev's all the Signs of an wnpraitir'd Love ; 

$0 excellent ſbe was in the dear Cheat, 

That vn « Love was dar for the Deceit. 


Thus while I pitty'd her feign'd Miſeric, 
And thought her tortur'd with the Love of me ; 
The Miſcrable Obzeft I became, 
Of real Pity, by my real Flame. 
But Heav'n ne'er fram'd a Creature more compa, 
For ſhe was to a Miracle cxat. 
Her ſhining Eyes and Face, (chearfull and gay, 
Bright and ſcrene as an unclouded Day.) 


When 
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When &'cr they did ſalute my wand'ring Eyes, 
Mov'd me at once with Pleaſure, and Surprize. 


Nor was ſhe lefs accompliſh'd in her Mind, 
But that with noble Arts was well refin'd : 
She knew the Strength of conqu'ring Eloquence ; 
And when ſhe ra/t's, could captivate cach Sence. 
Her Wit was like ber Beauty, ſweet, and clear, 
At one the Eye, the ot her fix'd the Far. 
The mighty force of Poetry ſhe Knew, 
And in that Art Apollo could out-doe : 
Net Orpheus {elf was warm'd with nobler fire, 
When his own Songs he ſung to his own Lyre, 
And Beaſts, and Trees, did with new life inſpire. 
Than tha bright Nymph,who with her Harp & Quill, 
Out-did Apollo's Verſe, and Orpheus Still. 
Her Songs, like Syrens, moving vaſt delight, 
Were quite as charming, and as harmfull quite : 
For while I liſtned to her fatal Voice, 
Ruia, or Safety, were not un my choice ; 


Bur 
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But wanting pow'r ſuch Witchcratts to avoid, 
In that Surprize I yield to be deltroy'd : 

Upon thoſe treach"rous Rocks I blindly run, 
Whither Love led, nor could the miſchicf ſhun : 
Not fo of Old Viyſſer fair'd, for he 

Could miſs thoſe dangers, which he could foreſce. 


What need I mention her amazing gate ; 
Or how by prattis'd ſteps ſhe mov'd in ſtate : 
How ſwim along @ith ſuch « ſalying ſweep, 
Like well-trimn'd Sailers on the ſmooth-fac'd Deep. 
How ev'ry ſtep was fct with heedfull care, 
That ſhe as caſic did,. and foft appear, : 
As Goddeſs cutting through the yielding Air. 
Bleſs me ! what Pow'r lay in her well-ſct Hair ! 
A trap was each white Lock, cach Carl « ſnare, 
Her two hard Breefs, fo round, and rarely fram'd, 
That they, with ſtrong Deſire, my Heart inflam'd ; 
Neither of which to greater bigneſs fwell'd, 
Than what might be within one hand compell'd. 

Bur 
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But when I car, and nicely view'd cach part, 
What Joys unſpeakable furpriz'd my Heart ! 
How did I feaſt, and how delight my Eyes, 

With ev'ry part, which next adjacent lyes, 
To Love's delicious namele(s Paradiſe ? 

How to Embrace, how did I long to roach 

Each Limb that charm'd, and melted me fo much! 
What mighty Ecſtaſies did I fuppole, 

Would quite tranſport me if I were more clole ! 


I wiſh't, I art't, and gain'd the Beautions She ; 
Bat, oh ! mhat Witchcraft did Exervate me ! 
Lifeleſs I on that maſs of Beauty lay, 

Nor the due debts of Sacred Love could pay. 

All vigorous warmth my languid Limbs forfook, 
And left me cold, like an old ſapleſs Ohh. 

My cluef, yet baſelt Nerve, did then prove lank, 


; And, like a Cowerd, from the Battle ſhrank ; 


Shrivell'd, and dry, like a dead wither'd flow'r, 
Depriv'd, and void of all viwifict pow'r. 
No 
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No fertile Moiſture, no prolifict Faice, 
Could the cnfcebled Iaframent produce ; 
No unttious Subſtance, no kind Balm cmir ; 
Balm, nouriſhing as Milk, as Honey ſweet. 
Art laſt cry'd out the Dilappointed Fair, 
Thy dull unaftive weight I cannot bear ; 
Thy heavy Limbs preſs me with joylels pain, 


And all thy faint Endeavors art in Vain, 


Uſclefs, I muſt confeſs, I then did lye, 
O'er-come of Thaſca» grave Sumplicitic ; 
And in foft Grecian Dalliance unskill'd, 
To Are's Impotence was forc'd to yield. 
Thoſe very Arts, thoſe Stratagems of Love, 
(Which did, of old, Troy's fad Deſtruftion prove, 
And, maugre HefFor's Courage, could prevail,) 
USgd to one Old defe tive Man, did fail : 
Nay, thourh « Beauty, ev'n ar Hellen bright, 
Did to the mighty T ark of Love iavite. 
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Yet in the vain performance did I tire, 
Though giv'a up to th' Empire of Defire. 

Nor need I bluſh to own, or be aſham'd, 
That I by fuch a Beauty was inflam'd ; 

For Jove himlelt, had he my Goddeſs ſeen, 
Ev*n Jove himiclf her Captive mult have been, 
Yet neerthelefs, ſuch was my firſt fad Night, 
That I could neither give nor take Delight. 
But a baſc conſcious ſhame poſleſt each ſence, 
Nor left me pow'r to make the leaſt defence, ; 
Daſh'd with the Guilt of my own Impotence. 


But lo, the next enſuing Night came on, 
And lo, my wig row heat again was gon ; 
Void of all warmth, and ſtrength did I remain, 
And as before was dull, and flow again. 
But ſhe much vex'd, that I would not fulfill 
Her Expettation, but deceive her ſtill : 
Blam'd my neglctttull floath, and angry too, 
Claim'd the juſt Tribute which to Love was due ; 
And 
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And wondring why her Charms no more could 
Said, Slupgard pay thy Debts to me, & Love. (move, 
But her juſt Anger, with me, nothing weigh'd, 
Notlung her ſoothing Language could perſwade. 
In vain with either did (be me afſail, 

'Gainſt my anconquer 'd Impotence both fasl. 

For what, alas, can thoſe Defe#s ſupply, 

Which weaken'd Natzre do's to Age deny ? 

Bur then I bluſh't, and ſtupify'd became, 

Much more debilitated by my Shame. 

A conſcious Terrour did poſſeſs my Mind, 

And took away all pow'r of being kind. 

Yet with her foft and af#rve Hand ſhe ſtrove, 
The frigid Member to adapt for Love : 

But ſhe the fainting thing did try in vain, 


B'y inſpiring touch to call ro life again ; 
Nor an{wer'd it her Toil, nor my defire, 
But cold remain'd ''th* midſt of fuch a Fire : 


S$o the ftary'd Wretch in Northern Scythia ſees, 
TV angratefall Pot ev'n o'er the Fire to freeze. 
What 
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What cruel Woman, thou unkind, faid ſhe, 
Has ſnatch'd thy Love, my Duc alone from me ? 
Where haſt thou beca ungratcful?and with whom? 
From whoſe Embraces do'lt thou tir'd come ? 

I ſwore *rwas her miſtake, and did proteſt, 

No other Paffiox could invade my Brealt ; 
She, only She was of my Heart poſlelt. 

And that it was exce/s of Love and Care, 

Daſh't me with ſud a trembling Awe, and Fear ; 
As render'd me uncapable to give, 

Tholc AQts of Kindneſs, which ſhe ſhould receive, 
Yer maugre this, the bright expeting Dame, 
Believ'd 'rwas all but a pretended Sham. 

Thou ly*ſt, the much-offcaded Fair One cry'd, 
For thou ſume other Nymph do'lt love belide, 
And art with me alone unfaristy'd. 

Variety aftefts thy Appente , 


And thou do'lt in a frequent Change delight , | 
Why elſe would you my tendred Kindaeſs (light? 
F Do's | 
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Do's Sorrow damp you ? thea try to remove 
Such heavy Griefs by the brizk Toys of Love. 
Be not v'ecr-came by any fad Excels, 

jut intermir ſuch Cares as over-prels ; 


tor Burthuns oft laid down become the leſs. 


Thca I uncover'd ia the Nated Bed, 
To tlic inquiring Nymph thus weeping laid , 
Alas, Fair Greek, 1 am conſtrain'd to own, 
What I cadcavour'd to have kept antnows ; 
And Ic!t vou might fuſpett it want of Love, 
Am forc'd by fad Dete ts my Age to prove. 
Uahappy I, whoſe YVigoer is quite dead ; 
Alas, my Will and Wiſhes are not fled : 


Ugicrtunate, that I am judg'd ro be 
Uni wic of my Debilitie. 
Lo,I have brought you Arm7, with Shame I own, 


By a long lazy Reſt detetive grown , 
Yet Arms devoted to thy Ule alone. 


' 
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Do what thou canſt, all thy Endcavours try, 

To move me, I ſubmit moſt williagly : 

Yet ſtill I fail'd the more, the more I ſtrove, 
Defire's exceſs did Impotence improve. 

Streight ſhe began, with many Greciax Art, 

To give new Courage to the drooping Part : 

But ſhe, in vain, the cold dead thing, did ſtrive, 
With her gay Flames to quicken, and revive. 
When ſhe at laſt its Ruin did perceive , 

And that the dear-lov'd Nerve no more could live; 
Bur of its ReſurreCtion all hopes loſt, 

On which ſhe had beſtow'd ſuch pains, ſuch coſt. 
Erctted in the Bed, ſhe mournfull fate, 

Gricv'd and tormented with her wretched tas 
And thus deplor'd her miſerable Fate. 


Ah, fallen Member ! who wert once to Me, 
The beft Improver of beſt Laxurie ; 
And at each facred celebrated Feaſt, 
My only Eatertainment, only Gueſt ; 
F 2 My 
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My ſweeteſt Darling, my Delight, my Health, 
My dcarc{t Honour, and my cluetelt Wealth, 
How thy dejeted ſtate ſhall I lament ; 

And in what Floods of Tears my ſorrows vent ? 
Where ſhall I find equal, and worthy Yerſe, 

Thy mighty As, and Proweſs to reher le ? 

Ort, when inflam'd, with my too hot Deſire, 
Thou did't allay che raging of that Five. 

And oft did} thuu (then when thou couldſt be kind) 
Charm the Diſcalcs of my troubled Mind : 

My dcar Companion many ted:ous Nights, 
Partaker of my Griefs, and my Delig hes ; 

To thee my choicelt Secrets were diſclos'd ; 

And » ith much Satety in thy truſt repos'd. 

Scll wert thou watchtull, and wert till at hand, 
To aniwer, and obey my leaſt Command. 
Whither! oh, whither is thy Fervosr fled ! 


Why do'it thou hang thy cold,thy drooping Head * 
What 
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Of all that vigour, all that former (pright, 
Which made thee heretofore ſo bold in fight ? 
Frequent Exgagements pleas'd thee heretofore , 
But now thy Coerage fails, and is no more ; 
For, lo, no more a lively cheartull Red, 
Do's thee, as once it did, with warmth o'er-ſpread ; 
But pale and wan thou do'lt deje bed lye, 

Nor dar'ſt look up to face thy Enemy ; | 
The kindeſt, moſt endearing Words to thee, 
Are loſt, and altogether uſeleſs be. 
The pow'rtull Charms of Yerſe, which can relieve 


What emviows Power has depriv'd thee quite, : 


Sorrow full Mrads, to thee xo life can give. 
Thee therefore juſtly I as dead bewail, 
Since in all aide Motion thou do'lt fail. 


But as ſhe ſtill run on, I was conftrain'd 
To interrupt hcr, while ſhe yet complain'd ; 
And of ber fad impatience much aſham'd, 
Her needleſs Sorrows chiding thus, I blani'd. 
E 2 Th 
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Thus to bemoan my langaid Member's Cale, 
Argues thy lclf vex'd by a worle Diſeaſe, 

And whulit chou do'it lament lus fad Defeds, 

I muſt accuſc you of a worle Neglect. 

Begone from milcrable uaper forming Me, 

To ſome young Lover more delcrving thee. 

Go, happy Nymph, for happy Joys delign'd ; 
Go where thy Love equal Returns may find ; 
Go where frelh Tourhfe blooming Strexeth invites, 
Thy ſpringing Beazty to more fit Delights. 
Make uſe of a" thy Youth, while Youth thos haft, 
And don't with me thy $1 Ol 10464 Minates waſl ; 
For Time anſcen goes by, and flies too faft 

For Mortals ever to 0'er-take when paſt, 


The rcal Cauſe of all my real Woe ; 

And why ſuch flocds of Tears my Eyes o'er-flow. 
Be not ſo fond and vain as to believe, 

That thy peculiar Fae I only grieve: 


Put ſhe inrag'd, ſaid, Fool, thou do'ſt not know 


No, 
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No, this to my diſtracted Fancy, brings 

The fad Eſtate of all Created things : 

For if the gen'rive Pow'r were tanc away, 

How ſoon, alas, would this vaſt World decay ? 
And oh thou acedtull Exgize, without Thee, 
All things that breath would quickly cealc to be ! 
Mankind, Beaft, Fiſh and Fowl, and all that live, 
From T hee their firſt Beginnings mult receive. 
What Concord, or Agreement, could be made, 

In difFrent Sexes, if without thy Aid; 

And if of thy moſt gratefull Favours void, 

The chicfeſt Good of Marriage is deſtroy'd. (bind, } 
With ſuch ſtrong Leagues of Kindnels thou cant 
That of rwo dutrent, thou mak'ſt up one Mind. |} 


So much thou do'it ro Unitie incline, ) 
And ſ-parate Bodies can't fo cloſely joyn, 
That Two grow into Oze by Am" row T wine. 
o 
Though to a Nymph Nature all Beawty grants, 
She wants her chick Reward, if Thee ſhe wants : 
F 4 Ia 
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In Thee alone Valoxr and YVertae lyes, 

And thou of Beazty art the only Prize : 
Manhood by T hee alone is made compleat , 
Which, without Thee, were but a ſordid Cheat. 
No ſparkling Gems, nor yellow ſhining Gold, 
Can to thy ſolid rcal Worth be told ; 

Net the moſt ſordid Niſer would, io be, 

Maſter of all the Wealth ſunk in the Sea, ; 
Or yet on ſhore, ſell or diſpoſe of Thee. 

In vain, as Ornaments, ſuch Toys are worn, 

If thou as well do'ſt not the Nan adorn : 
Unlike thoſe empty Trifles very much, 

Thy kind increalcs by produttive T ouch ; 

But they by uſing, ſtill the more decay, 

And with a frequent rubbing wear away. 
With Thee is Credit, and Fidcliric, 

And Secrets told arc fately lodg'd in Thee. 

Oh ! only truc Reward of perfett Love, 


To which thou do'ſt both kind and fruitfull prove: 


To 
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| To Thee both grezt things, and ſublime give way, 
And all thy mighty Mandates mult obey. 
All yield, and all fubmic without a Gricf, 
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From the {weet Bondage wilhing no Relief, 
Tlhiy-angry Wounds arc not fo terrible, 

But ſuch as ev'n thy Friends deſire to feel : 

Ev*n that fame W:/dom,w hich the H'or{d do's guide, 
Declares her /e/f of thy more equal fide ; 

And to thy Rule and Governance thinks tit, 

That all its Force and Power ſhould ſubmur. 


To Thee the trembling,conquer'd, yiclding Maid | 
b 


Deſiring that of which the ſeems afraid : 


Proſtrate falls down, uit realy to receive (gives 


Thoſe gratefull Wounds, which thou prepar'ſt to 4 


And when broke up, the (::I], and filent lyes, 
Sheds her glad Blood, and with the Fleaſure dyes. 
Mangled, ſome Tears (he drops, but moredo's fmile, 
And ſtronger Joys her weaker Griefs begulle. 


Fleas'd 


| 


\ 
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Pleas'd with the ſweet Defear,ſhe ho more clole, 5 
And hugs the Congeeroxr that gives the murth'ring 
Soft calie ways thou do'ſt not always chule, (Blows. 
But ſometimes aCts of Force and Manhood uſe : 
Thy toying Plays, and pretty gameſome Wiles, 
Arc ſometimes mix't with more laborious Toils. 
Oft Stratagems of Wiz arc your beſt courſe, 

And ſomerimes you thrive belt by down-right Force, 
The cruel Hearts of Tyrants ferce, and wild, 

Thou often canſt convert to kind, and mild : 

Ev*a thou the ſtubborn God of War canſt move, 
And melt, and ſoften into geavle Love. 

Thou the enrag'd, and anger'd Jove canſt charm, 
And of his dreadtull Thunder quite dilarm 5 

Nay, after the bold Gyant's overthrow, 


Could'ſt clear his clouded, and incenſed Brow. 

The haxgry Tyeer, by thy ſtrange Eftetts, 

Grows tame, and the purſuit of Beaſts neglects. 

The humble Lover, courteous, meek, and mild, 

By thce grow's feerce, and, like a Lyon, wild. 
Thy 
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Thy YVertze, and thy Patience wonders doe, 
| For all your Vidims are belov'd by you ; 


And when you conquer, you are conquer'd too. 
Triamphs you (corn, but love the ative Fight, 
And more in War than Conqueſt you delight. 
O'ercome, you re-aſſume new Strength, new Life, 
With double Coarege to renew the Strife. 
And thea the Battle thus again renew'd, 

You only fight to be again ſubd. 

Short is thy Rage, but Zza/do's longer live, 
And Strength decay « do's very oft revive. 
And though thy Pew'r to doe and att is done, 
Yet thy Good-will and Wiſbes are not gone. 


Thus ſhe (as if ſhe mourn'd the Obſequies 
Of fome dead Friexd, as dear as her own Eyes) 
Fnded her long Complaint, and roſe from me, 
Abandon'd o'er to Grief, and Miſerie. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Thi Elegy « nothing elſe but a Mournfull Concluſion 
of all the Froe foregoing ones. 


x uſt,craf Age,thy babling Noile give o'er, 
And leave to tamper with a felt ring Sore : 
In fruitleſs Plaints, fondly, you ſeek Redreſs ; 
The more you Mourn, the more your Griefs in- 
Nor is Repining the next way to Eaſe, (creaſe; 
Prithee be wiſe for Modefty forbear, 

In long Harang es more Vices to declare. 

Let a fight Hint of thy great Shame futhice ; 

Sure now *tis Time, if ever, to be Wiſe. 

Crimes long inſiſted on, new Strength receive, 
And do thereby into new Crimes revive. 
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Content 
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Content thy ſelf, that thou at length ſhalt have 

A laſting Reit within thy quiet Grave : 
' For all vain Mortals mult relign their Breath 

= | To Time, when Cer he calls, and march to Death. 
All muſt tread that inevitable Road, 

Though Life and Death meets all in dif rent Mode» 
” Though ſome to Wazr, and fone to Plenty live ; 
Some ſoon grow Wealthy, lome can never thrive. 
So ſome in Trouble dye, and fome in State ; 


» | Some dye too ſoon, ſome timely, ſome too late, 
And none can ſhun, or be exempted Fate : 

| He none will cither privilege or fave, 

But, undiſtinguiſh'r, hurrics all to th” Greve ; 
There Age and Infancy together come, 

And there they mect with Youth at his long home- 


The Rich and Poor are both made <qual there, 


: 


And there, alike, the Prince and Peafaar fare, 
For Death, alas, is a mcer Leveller. 
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Therefore *tis beſt that Journey ſoon to take, | 
Which unavoidably we once muſt make : 

Nor is it Prudence to defer that thing, | 
Which ſtrong Neceſſity of Force will bring, 


But I, alas, the moſt unfortunate, 
And moſt ſeverely us'd by rig'rous Fate ; 
My own fad Obſequies in vain would grieve, 
Who ſtill am dying, and am ſtill alove. 


FINIS 


